
comlng to Mrs. Wlldlng's ono day
shortly.
Tho AVilllam NorthbrldgoB -declincd

Mx. AuBtln'H klnd lnvitatlon wllh great
prornptno.sfl, but Buxton, who ls a F. R.
O. S., nntl who thought thnt he hlm-
solf knew BOtnothlng of Ccntrnl Anlan
rnattorn, accoptod wlth alacrlty. Mrs.
Buxton would also como,
Mr. and Mrs. Rcvcll havc llvod In

London for ycai-B, although they are
Americans. Charles Kdwnrd dld not
know thom, bo tho rules of lils gnrnc
nllowod hlm to ask thom. Yot hls con-
Bclonco troubled hlm a llltle whon ho
thought that bcmtis thny knew tho
samo Bot of pooplo ln Now York thnt ho
dld, tho dlfllcultlos of convorBatlon wlth
thom would bo trllllng. And whon
Mrs. Rovoll wroto to say that sho hnd
known hor host's mother nnd thought
Bho mtJBt havo trottod hlm upon her
knce In hls early youth, Charles Kd¬
wnrd, to whom thls Information was
wholly uncxpectcd. hnd a momont when
hc felt that ho had behaved, to Slnger
at least, llke an utter end. But ho
overuamo theso pangs ot rctnorsu and
ordcrcd hls dinncr.
Charles Bdward's plan of campalgn

Involvcd more cxpenso than Is usual,
oven at a smart London restaurant, llo
took a prlvato sllting-ronm next hls
prlvato dlning-room, and linpresscd
upon thc walter in attondanco before
dinncr tho nccesslly of announclng thc
names of arrlvals wlth groat dlstlnct-
ncss.

Slnger came tlrst. Hc ha'd lieen told
an hour nnd flfteen mlnutcii In advance
of thc tlme nppolntod In tho notes of
lnvitatlon. It Ih as well to cane your
Hon beforo you admlt vlsitors to your
incnagorle. Bealdc wlilch, the bost of
thc evenlng hoped thnt Interest. In
Eastern Turkestan would at onco ovor-
power all othor foellngs ln hls guests,
espccially tho vico of curloslty.
"Well, Austln, I support you thlnk

you'ro going to brlng It off. Bo you
really oxpect a dlnner party of strang-
ers?"
Could one trtiBt to Slntror's tact nntl

rcnotirce? In splte of the honorB at
graduatlon, Charles Edward'a know-
ledgc of history wns not grent: stlll
ho thought he could rememher that
Napolcon had kept the secret of hls
plans to himself.
"No," hc answered; "I gave lt up, old

chap: lt was too rlsky. Thece are peo¬
ple I do know. I found out that 1 had
met Lady Ernscott and had forgotten
lt. Funny, Isn't It?"
Thc Buxtons wero nnnounccd.
"It is good of you to come, Mrs. Bux¬

ton; slnce I know your husband so
sllghtly. But Mr. Slnger Inslstod on
my venturlng to ask Mr. Buxton. IIow
nre you, Buxton? Have you been
spoaklng agaln before tho Geographl-
ral Society slnco the tlme I met you?
That must have been over a year ago;
let's seo." .
"Tho lecture on the abandoncd salt

nilncs, wasn't It, In July?" Bald Bux¬
ton.
"Yes."
"T forgot who brought you."
"Oh, what's hls name.I have a con-

foundedly bad memory.you know. thc
chap who thinks he knows soinething
about tho reglon himself."
"You mean llcrtwlch," sald Buxton

wlth a snort.
"Yes, Hertwlch."
"ls hc coming to-nlglfl?"
T'AVell, no," Charles Edward beamed.

"You see, Slnger didn't seem even to
havc heard of hlm, and I thought lf I
could get you." lie Introduced Slnger,
and Mrs. AVIldlng was announced.

"I am In great luck to get you, Mrs.
AVlIilIng," was tho greeting she re¬
colved.
' "Yes, you aroft' she admittetl. "I had
to managc lt, I can tell you. I wj.s
engaged to some couslns of mlno for
to-nlght. But if Mr. Slnger ls to burst
upon London."
"You would llke to arrangc that tho

stinriso shopld take place ln Chestcr
Street."
"Exnctly. Mr. Austln. Bo you know,

I had a hard tlme trylng to rcmember
where I met you? It is good for the
soul. they say, so I out. wlth the
truth."

"I can qulte umlorstand. You moot
so many people, nnd T nevor was es¬
poclally woMh remombering."

''1 thought'at flrst it must have been
at your ombosBy."
"No, I nev.er dlncd there," replled

Charles Edward.
"Ah. then it was Mrs. Sackville's. I

thought so."
"And you forgot!" The speaker cn-

deavored to put n mlldly sentiinental
note Into hls voico,
"Don'Creproach mo. You forgavc mo

In tho beglnnlng. Now fctch mo Mr.
Slnger."
An lntroduction followed. Fortu-

natcly Mrs. AVildlng already know the
Buxtons. Shc hnd collected tho ex-

plorer once somo years ago, nnd he hnd-
occupied for nn afternoon the place In
tho Chester Streot drawlng-room to
wlilch sho now destlncd Slngor.
Next enmo thc Bevells, and tholr

liost, to hls shamo be lt sald, almost
wclcomed tho feeling of securlty which
they gavo hlm. Tho arrivnl ot tho Enis-
cott party Intermptcd Mrs. Bovell's
ilow of nnocdoto conccrning Chnrlef.
Edward's chlldhootl, Charles Edward,
Inwardly agitatod, thought outwardly
calm onough, greotod thelr guests, and
prnyed thnt dlnner would bo announced
at" onco.

"I am sontlng peoplo n llttlo unenn-

vontlonally," ho cxplalnod to Lndy
Eipscott, who Binllcd vaguoly In reply,
"You ought to bo at my rlght of courso.

But I know you wlll wnnl to bo noxt
to Mr. Slnger and so, lf I am lo keep
husbands and wlves and fathers and
daughters npnrt, I can't havo you next
mo. it Isn't rudeness."

Charlos Edward had worked tho
problem out by making many charts of
tho dlnnor-tablo on tho Berkeley's best
notepapcr. If lt ls worth any one's
whllo to follow hls oxumplo, It can eus-
Jly bo proved whether or not Mrs. Bux-
ton had to slt at hls rlght: and at hls
left, Lady Angela, ilankod by Buxton.
Tho host noted wlth Batlsfactlon that
tho Follow of tho Boyal Geographlcal
Society seomed a falrly dull dog. Bo-
sldc, ho would want to talk to Slnger,
who nat at hls loft, Just beyond Mrs.
Itevell.
Beforo they went ln to dinner, LndyEmscott got a moment wlth her Iiub-

bnnd.
"Erodorlck," sho sald, "I never saw

that young man."
"Whleh, my dear?"
''Our host."
"You know him at Monte Carlo," ex¬

plalned Lord Emscott, with patient
wearlness.

"Certalnly I dldn't."
"My dear Caroline, wo know your

memory."
"I'm perfcctly posltlvo."
"Thon I'm sure ho's all rlght. It's".

absurd to supposo that a porfect
strangor would ask us to dlno."

"He's an Amerlcan."
"He's a gentleman, Carolino. I can

tell by the look of him that ho would
be In Helena Frampton's traln."

"Helena ls what you call omnlverous;
but really, Frederlck, lt doesn't follow
that every young man who ls a gen¬
tleman Is also one of her young men."

"Oh," sald Lord Emscott, "give He¬
lena a chance."
Dinner was announced.
DInners are very much llke dlnners

tbe world'ovcr. The polnts at tho ta¬
blo whero Charles Edward and Slnger
wero scated aro the only ones which
requlre watching. Austin hnd dlscuss-
ed two books, three plays and the
comparatlvely healthfulncss of tho alr
of tlampstend and the Bcgent's Park
with Mrs. Buxton before he turned to
Lady Angela, He mcant that every
one, Lady Emscott especlally, should 7
seo that It was almost a sacrlflce ho
had made. ln havlng Lady Angela next
him. But ho trusted that ho could
speodlly rcmovo any such irnprcssion ^
from the mind of that young wo'r.iarf"
herself. It would sorvo pa. end to re¬

cord thelr conversation. They got on

well together, because, as the later
events proved, they were dnslined to
get ori well. And Charles Edkvard kept
the "conversation so in hand that only
once dld It journey toward the Rlvlcra
and reach Monte Carlo;
"What do you think of Mrs. Framp-

ton's looks?" inqulred Angela,
"That," roplled her host, "depends

very much on what you happen Indl-
vldually to think of hair that color.

"I thlnk perhaps lt was nicer when
lt was a brighter red. You llked her
lmmensely, I expect. All men do."

"Oh, well."
"Mother ls too funny tak'lng care ot

Helena. You know what sho ls like.
Sho gets so confused with Helena's
attemlant swains. Sho had great dif-
flculty in remembering you."

"I should hate to say anything
agalnst your mother's memory."

"Thnt sounds as if sho were a hls-
torical character." Lady Angela Iaugh-
ed, and Charles Edward was agaln
safidy across the ice.. -Indeed. ho was
now flusbed wlth vlctory. It was hlr.
moment of prlde, and llf came heforo
a fall In the conversatlonal vlgor of hls
guestB When he and Lady Angela both
heard Slnger. f
Tho oxplorer had betonie expansivo

under the Influence ot pleasant sur-

roundlngs.
"Ho Is so amusing," ho contided to

Lady Emscott, desertlng Asiun wilds
for the moment, and Kiklng up their
host as a toplc. "Ho had a most ex-
traordinary idea for to-night. OC course
ho dldn't carry lt out when ho found
hov could get you peoplo. He told me
ho would get together a party com¬
posed of people he had never met be¬
fore." Slnger explained in somewhat
greator detall the humor of tlie orig-
Inal idea. Charles Edward cursed Na-
poleon.

Charles Edward does not hesttatc to
use tho most haekneyed of phrases,
and asserts that "no r"-'n could de-
scrlbo" tbo way ln which a chllllng
suspicion crept slowly over tho com¬
pany, The conversation became gen¬
eral after a short, but to tho un happy
host, bloodcurdling pnuse. Without
during to wateli any ono, he could feol
tho interchungo of confldences. For
one moment he rellod 011 Mrs. Bovell to
stem tbo tldo. She know who ho was.
No; sho only knew who ho sald he
was! Through the Interniedlation of
Mrs. Wlldlng. much renebod hls lord-
ship's ear. At first ho smlled rather
Bcornfully, but after llstcnlng a llttlo
longer to the lady's murmurings ho
sent a glance at Charles Edwurd" that
brought that youth's eyes up from hls
plnte ns nn electric shoek might hnvo
done. Ho loft Mrs. Buxton to strugglo
for her rlght-hand nelghbor's attentlon
ns best sho might, and turned to Lady
Angela.

"Well?" inqulred tho young woman.

"Yes, It's so, Aro you very augry?"
"Yes, I am." Thls sho sald vory

gravely. Then, wlth a sudden laugh,
"But It's so rldlculouB."
"That was tho idea. I hoped It would

bo amusing."
"My father hnsn't your sonso of hu-

mor. Didn't you face tho fact In tho
beglnnlng that If you were found out
wc should bc nngry?"

"Yes. But I didn't thlnk It would
matter qulte so much as lt seems to
now."

"AA'hat do you mean?"
"I suppoBe now I shall never bo al¬

lowed to seo you agaln."
r,You only bco mo now bjv chcat-

Ing."
"I was a fool, I suppoac, not to walt

and try to be properly Introduced."
"Do you really know nny ono In %

England?"
"Lady Butlcr-Wnrron ls my cotisln.

Sho's an Amorican, you know. But sho
Is In America."

"Ellzabeth Warrcn! Oh, but how
can I toll you aro spnaklng the truth
now?"

"I don't know how you cnn. But I
nm. I don't so much caro what tho
others thlnk., I disllko havlng you
thlnk T nm a liopelcsfl botindor."

"AA'hat poBSOBSod you to do thls?"
f'I dlncd." sald Chnrlcs Edward, "at

tho Savoy last Wednesday, not so very
far from your tablo."

If Lady Angola's subsequcnt con-
duct seems to nny one to devlale from
that lorty standard of ladylikcncss to
which her blrth would seem ,to havo
destlned hor, ot If CharleB Edward's
speeches, as here reported, seem Inad-
cquate to havc soothed her anger, It
rnust always bc borno In mlnd that the
two had already oajdler ln tho dln¬
ner "got on very well."

"By-thc-by, Mr. Austin," Lord Erns¬
cott launched at hls host across tho
table.'
"Hero lt comes," sald Charles 'Ed¬

ward beneath hls breath.
Then Lady Angela cross tho Bubi-

con.
"Isn't it cxtraordlnary, father," sho

said, "that mother never told me about
Mr. Austln's beirfg Ellzabeth Butler-
AVarron's cousln?"
"Perhaps not so strange." retorted

Lord Bmscott nnd as the convcrsation
seemed to Includo the whole clrcum-
forence of the tablo, every one stopped
to listen. Charles Edward says hls
heart nearly stoppod. too.
"When I flrst saw Mr. Austin to-nlght

I couldn't make out." Lady Angela
wont on, "why hls faco was so oxtra-
ordinarlly familiar to me. But when he

spokc of hla coubIii I rctnembered at
once. Sho has a large photograpli. ot

'

hlm standing on a wrlllng tablo ln hor
hotidolr. Ellzabeth used to tell mo
nbout hlm often. But Hoinchow 1 didn't
rcallzo tliat our Mr. AiiBtln's and Ellza-
belh's were tho samo."
Lord lCniscott felt' sqlld ground bo-

noath hls feot onco inorft. If ono could
not count on tho untrustworttilncBs ot
Cnrollne's memory, on what could ono
count? Just then a wnltcr called upon
hlm to chooso between flno cham-
pngno, chartrcuse nnd kummol dorc,
and, applylng hls mlnd to thls problem,
he forgot tho othcr. Slnger Btnrted
afrosh the dlscusslon wlth Buxton on
the advance ot Bussla toward Indla,
nnd tho dinncr, reported afterward hy
every one to havo been cspeclally suc¬

cessful, .passed on beautifully to lts
ond.

"I can't toll you what you are," mur-
mured tho bost to hls left-hand nclgh-
bor. "At least not on so short an ao-

cjualntnnce."
"You soc what you havc made me.

You must be Ellzaboth's cousln now, lf
she has to adopt you."

"I swear 1 ain. If I hadn't been, I
woudn't havc let you do whut you
dld."

XJltlmately the story, ln a sort ot
way, got out; there had been, of courso,
Mrs. Snckvllle and Ilertwlch to rcckon
with. But by that tlmo Lady Butler-
AA'arrcn had roturnod from New l'ork,
and hor cousln was fairly well known
to all of her frlends, and very lntl-
mate at tlio Etnscotts'. Indeed llelena
Frampton, from the beglnnlng, bnckod
up Lord Emscott's vlew of hls wlfe's
moraory. Holena hnd a sense of hu-
mor, and she had a letter from Angela
wrltten the mornlng nfter tho futnous
dinncr. ln any case.ln tho thlck of a
'London season even Sherlock Holmcs
would scarcely find tlmo for really cf-
fectlve Investigatlons. Not that they
could in thc end havc done any great
harm to any one. The Austin connec¬

tlon in New York ls really satlsfactory,
and tbe money ls Indisputablo. Th*
story of tliat night remalns merely to
prove thnt evqn ln thc-beglnnlng tho
palr cared for each othor enough to
he willlng to "make sacrillces, even of
the truth.so Charles Edward says.

(Copyrlght by tho S. S. McClure Co.)

Miss Hepsy's Company
By N1NA PICTON

MIS' HEPSY'S f bev comp'ny f'r
Christams," sald Widow
Greeno to her next-door
nelghbor, who had just st'ep-
ped ln.

"How so?" asked Lucinda Grlmcs, in
surprise.

"Jes' so," sneered tho widow, "Can't
sech a thing be? Will you tell me ef
any woman's goin" f' buy a hull turkey,
a goose, a raft o' vegetables an' sech
llke, t' feed her poor lonc self? No, 1
tell you; an's she a-eatln' ev'ry day like
a blrd, peekln' at thls an' that, as lf
'twarn't good 'nbugh f'r h'er. I'.vo been
riled sometlmes at th' llkes o" her
a-settih' herself abovo her kind, an' rhe
a-ownln' less than you an' me. Why,

' th'r.only thing good 'nqjigh mentlonln'
is.. that there bluo chiny someun give
her. when she was a girl. An', laws
allve! she sets 'nough store by it; it
orily sees th' dayllght onco' or twlct a
year." t.
Miss Lucinda, for her own part .liked

Mlss Sepsy. A good'XJhrlKtian womnn,
was her verdict, as she rotrospected, ro-
memhcrlng the care Mlss Sepsy had
taken of her when she was down with
the "rheumatlz," aiid the eareful sup'er-
vlslon and fullilment of the liouseho'd
duties.
"Maybe It's somo o' her kln," sug-

gest Miss Lucinda meekly, "one of 'em
that's settin' down in th' dagerytype,
with th' long blnck curls an' th' sweet
face."
"They're all dead an' gone," sniffed

the widow. "She told Jerushy Martin.
so, an' crled, too, when she told lt. Mls'
Hcpsy's a lone woman. saine's me. hut
'twould 've ben better f'r hor ef she
hadn't been. Some folks Is worse when
they've had trouble, an' gets as crusty
ns home-mnde ples."

"I llko Mls' Hepsy," ventured llttle
Miss Lucindn.
"Yer do? II.m'l Well, I'm glad yer

do; that's all l've got P say 'bout It.
H.hi, you know no more 'bout the
world than a sparrer, Luolndy, an' you
a-prldin' yorself on knowln' so much
'rlthmetle nn' jography."

"That's got narthin" t' do wlth th'
world, though."

"lt aln't? I'd llke t' know what jog¬
raphy Is but knowledge o'.the world."
Sho cast a look of supremo plty at Lu¬
cinda.

"Well, I know 'nough t' have ehnr-
lty," spoke up Lucinda, now fnlrly
wakcned Into defensc of Mlss Hepsy,
"an' I'd cut my tonguo out sooner 'n
talk 'gainst my nelghbor at Chrlstnins
tlme!"
"Yer would? Well, who's a-talkln'?

I'm snyln' nuthln' 'eeptln' wliat's true.
Mls' Hopsy never had no lovo f'r me,
nor I f'r hor. Wo st^iy t* hum, an'
mlnds our own business,"
Miss Lucinda lookod skoptlcal ns to

tho truth of tho last assortlon; bIio

wondered if the wldow knew what sho
was saying.
A cart was coming up tho road. Tho

pike was hard nnd frozen, and tho
wheels rattlcd nolsily.

"That's MIs' Hepsy's cart now," sald
the wldow, drawlng the strlped bluo
curtains n trille back; "and tho boy,
fsbth Crane, 's drlvlng', al' thero's two
trunks In It. Lucindy: Somo un's on
tho back seat, an' it's a mnn an' a girli
Lucindy." And the wldow fairly trom-
blod with excitement. "I must tlnd out
who 'tls," said she, purslng her llps
with firmness. ns if a lifetime depended
on the knowledgo.
"What! Be you .a-goln'?" asked her

hostess,' ns Luclnda drew her Scoth
plald shawl about hor slcndor llttle flg¬
ure. and tled the dark-greon bonnet-
strlngs moro flrmly under her ..cliin.

"Yes, It's a glttln' lato. nn' T'vo f glt
toa f'r mother." And wlth _i stlff hnnd-
shake nnd a hurried step, Luclnda
Grimes passed out.
Down at Brookdale.Mlss Hepsy's

cottago.the guests were safely Indoors
.seatod before the broad chlinney-
place, from which the cracklc and glow
of the plne logs sent forth a chccrful
welcome. Mlss Hepsy was resplendent
ln a bluo gown and the pearl brooch
nnd earrings that had lald nwny in tho
old morocco case for a twelvcmonth.
Hor soft brown hair would not bo
sinoqthed down, but shared her excite-
rnont, and every mlntitc or two camo
rcbellloiiRly out of place.
The tull man leaned against the

ntuntel, aud surveyed her wlth a look
of prido. To hlm, she looked like tho
saine git* that hc had parted from
years ago, and that ho had beon failll-
ful to, in spito of fate and lts deter-
liilning iullucncc. Every time hc look¬
ed at hor, Mlss Hepsy's face beaincd,
and a color us inodest as a girl's iirbso
ln her soft, whlto checks. Miss Hepsy
was to celebrnte Chiistmas very joy-
fully this year, nnd lt was only threo
days off. Trcssa.her only slster's
chlld.hud run down for a few dnys
and wus qiilto nllvo to tho coming oc-
cnslon.
Tressa Mayhew loved romunces, as

any girl of soventeon loves thovn; John
llnwson had calletl for her, at Mlss
Hepsy's suggcstlon; for Mlss Hepsy be¬
lleved too llrmly ln him to thlnk ho
would bo captlvntod by thc liluck curls
and brlght eyes of her nlecc,

"Wo'll hnvo t' Invlto th' nelghbors,"
sald Mlss Hepsy. "They'd nover for-
glvo me. There's Lucindy Grlnics, a

good llttlo thlng ns ever llved, an' Jo«
I'ushy Mnrtln; nn' th' Colllnsos, Burson
Blair un' hls folks, nn'.un'."
"Why do you hesltato? Aro thero

so mnny moro?" asked John Bawson,
leoling a trillo tltnld In nntlclpntloti
of tho comlng Invasion by tho nolgli-
bors.


